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The World of Letters as Others See It

The Original ‘Col. Sellers.’
€6(M0L. SELLERS” was a Lamp-
ton, and a tolerably near
relative of my mother's; and when
he was alive, poor old airy soul,
one of the earliest things a stranger
was likely to hear from his lips was
some reference Lo the “head of our
line,” flung off with a painful cas-
ualness that was wholly beneath
eriticism as a work of art, It com-
pelled inquiry, of course; it was In-
tended to compel it. Then followed
the whole disastrous history of how
the Lampton heir came to this
country a hundred and fifty years
or s ago, disgusted with that fool-
ish fraud, hereditary aristocracy,
and married, and shut himself away

from the world in the remoteness

of the wilderness, and went to
breeding ancestors of future Amer-
jcan Claimants, while at home in
England lie was given up as dead
and his titles and estates turned
over to his younger brother, usurper
and personally responsible for the
perverse and unseatable usurpers
of our day. And the Colonel always
spoke with studied and courtly def-

erence of the Claimant of his day— | file. The rest were, mainly, sub-
a second cousin of his—and re- scription editions, but not Paul de
ferred to him with entire serious- | Kock—though I found a copy of
ness as “the Earl" — From the Cousine Bette hurled deep in a
“Autobiography of Mark Ticain” in | cloget—no, they were porifolios of

much set the story in this particular | became great friends (“both being
place as built up the action to suit | Irish,” as she boasted); and it
the island atmosphere he loved. All | proved to be one friendship, at least,
who have read that *“fantastic|to which he was faithful. He wrote
sonata about the sea and wrecks” |to her from the West Indies and
know that the action and, indeed, from Japan; wrote her when he
the characters owe their nature to married and when hiz children were
the gituation and topography of the born. And during the vears he

“Harper's.” engraved masterpieces of arl; emi-
LA L) uent men, among which my grand-
A Grandfather’s Library. father—securing the szle of at Jeast

HE walls there were filled with
bookeases and the hookcases
were fillel with the most valueless
books procurable. His Thackeray
was made hideous by the reproduc-
tiona of Thackeray's hideous (draw-
ings; his Bulwer Lytton was
printad in double columns, and his
Scott was a small Edinburgh edi-
tion of small type and depressing
steel engravings., I forget wha: the
Dickens was like—even then 1
found Dickens stupid. One com-
prehensive set of English poetry,
Pickering’s, was as good as pos-
sible; but what remained, Willlam
Cullen Bryant, Emerson, Lowell,
couldn't well be duller. 1 tried

two sets—was invariably present;
and elaborate affairs, bound always
in tooled dark leather, biograpliical
or having to do with the P'rotestant
Charch. — From “Tintypes. By
Joseph Hergeshelme the “Re-
riewer.”
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ERHAPS not so many 2s have
read “Kidnapped” are ac|
gquainted with “The Merry AMen”™
though it is a singularly rttetic
short story, even more intimately

island.
literary use of his memories of
Earraid, and his remark to Grabam

island.—From “Eilean Earraid: the
EBeloved Isle of Robert Lowis Steven-
son,” By Llewellyn M. Bucll in
“Beribner's.”
2 = »
Hearn in New Orleans.
OSSIBL ~ there was no more
uneventful period in Hearn's

Scene of ‘The Merry Men." i than the few comfortable years

he spent in New Orleans, working
for subsistence on the daily papers
anid boarding with Mrs. Courlney,

whe lived above a grocery on the |
l'corner of Gasquet and Robertson
and completely associated with this  streets. Although it was there, in |
It was Stevenson's first|the two rooms that he occupied, | ITOve the rule

that he wrote his first books, “Stray
Loaves from Strange Literature”

| boarded with her, wheacver he Jeft

| the city in search of literary ma-
Eterial. he always wrote to her as he
| might have done to a mother—
| From “Lefcadie Hearn and Denny

| Corcoran,” By Lucille Rut’and in

| the “Double Dealer” )
- » L ]

Genius and Affliction.

:HISTUH.\' teems with examples
1 of artists crippled with sen-
sory insufficiencies. IHomer and
| Milton were blind. Decthoven waa
| deaf. These exceptions do not die
it is rational to”

! assume that Homer, like Milton,
| was afftictel late In life. Beethoven's

Cooper, without success—1 rather‘-ﬂull’onr. “I began with the feeling l {dedicated to Page M. Baker), ' hearing deserted him completely
preferred Pepper and Salt, a collec- | of one of these Islands on the west | “Gombo Zhebes,” “Some Chinese | at 54; by that time he had composed
tion of proverbs—followed Peter coast of Scotland, and 1 gradually ' Ghosts,” “Chita” (dedicated to Dr. the Ninth Symphony and the Missa
Ibbetson in Harper's Magazine, and | developed the story to express the Rodolfo Matas) and his wonderful ' Solemnis, Lis noblest works— From

found a story by Whyman, Francis
Clnd(_le. in a dusty and unpromising

'sentiment with which that

voast | series of. translations froin the“"What Males a Genlus™
| affected me,” shows how he not so ! French. Hearn and this landlady | ander Lindey in the ~Avl Review™

By Ales
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; The Book Factor; :

By EDWARD ANTHONY.

P‘U_BLI'CITY.

(8everal Laps After Gilbert,)
The story I propose to tell
Concerns the life of Jasper Bell,
Whereby who rums and reads may

seg
The Power of Publicitee.

Publicity made Jasper great;
Publicity was Jasper's Fate,
It raised him high to fame and bliss
And then—but read the rest of this.

By hook or by, it may be, crook,

Our Jasper wrote a brilliant book.

“My book,” said he, “will make a
gtir!™

And sent it to a publisher.

The publisher did not delay

But sent the MS back straightway,
Aund Jasper, sanguinest of men,

As straightway sent it out again.

Well, not to waste too many rimes,

This happened some two dozen
times,

And at the twenty-fourth rejection,

“This,” Jasper said, “requires in-
spection!

“Demonstrably, it seems to me,

My book has verve, elan, csprit.
And yet—there is no room to err—
It simply has not made a stir!

“Press agents are o canny lot,

They know who's who and what is
what;

To agent Protheroe I'll whiz,

I1e'll tell me what the trouble is."

Tle whizzed to agent Protheroe
And told him briefly of his woe.
The agent said, “It's clear to me
That what you need's Publicitee.

“No doubt your book may fire the
blood—

Without my help it’s just a dud;

It may be, au contraire, a mess,

But I can make it a success.

“Ta sell your book were vain to try
Unless you're in the public eye,”
“I'11 leave it,” Jasper said, “to you;
Just tell me what'l have to do.”

I've not been told the agent's plan,
And since I am a truthful man

His scheme remains forever hitl;
However, here's what Jasper did:

Each day he donned an overcoat

And bathed in tepid creasote,

He started wearing Greeclan skirts,

Pink gloves and double breasted
shirts.

He pushed a penny with his nose
From Battery place to East Cohoes;
MHe dieted on peacocks’ braing

And hunted flies in aeroplancs,

He did new stunts with patient
vim—

Alas! the public yawned at him!

No matter what the thing he'd try,

The public closed the public eye.

And then at last the country woke,
For Jasper sprang a masterstroke:

IHe (true, it was the least bit raw)
Obeyed the Prohibition Law!

At once there sounded wild acclaim;
The mnation rang with Jasper's

name;

The papers gave him front page
space,

News weeklies teemed with Jas-
per's face.

The publishers who'd turned him
down .

And on his book bestowed a frown,

With self-condemnatory squirms

Now begged for it on any terms.

He sold it (don't know how much
for);
It made an absolute furor;

The play ran several hundred
nights;

Quince Pictures bought the maovie
rights,

Thus Fortune to our Jasper came;
Thus he arrived at name and fame
As agent P, had said he would—
And Jasper saw that it was good.

He rose. Alas! would that were all,
But there's no rise without its fall,
And Jasper's was a frightful flop!—
He'd started—but he couldn't stop.

“Publicity” became to him

For “breath of life” the synonym;

We, reader, better balanced, float
it—

He simply couldn't live without it.

He could not sleep, he could not eat,

He could not saunter down the
street

In anything like peace of mind

Without six camera men behind.

Each day he'd read the papers thru

(It was his daily ecustom to)—

The Star, the Bee, the Globe, the
Call—

From coast to coast he read them
all.

He counted that day lost whose low

Descending Brooklyn Sun had no

(Excuse the gag) wild yarn to
splatter,

With Jasper as its subject matter.

If printed on an inside page
He'd seethe with apoplectic rage
And with a terrifying roar
Berate the cringing editor,

Each day he found the longed for
hlurh

With naught hiz pleasure to dis-
turb

Until he oped, one fatal morn,

The Zambo County (Okla.) Morn,

Poor Jasper's breath came thick
and fast,

“What's this? What's this?" he
choked at last,

“Here is a paper (can it bhe?)

Withiout a word concerning ME!

“Here's Quake Wrecks Town
Amazon

A vd Cops Raid Joint While Crowds
Look On;

oan

Crooks Flee, |
Bt not & word concerning ME!

"m'.. once I'll telegraph to warn |
The editor of this here Horn
How greatly I'm annoyed that he |

Has not a word concerning ME!™ |

He telegraphed to that effect.

At once an answer came collect.

Its tone was gruffly rude—"And
you?" |

As when the surges smite the rockl

Poor Jasper reeled beneath lhei
shock. |

His brain grew sick, his eves grew
dim— 1

This oal had never heard of him! |

From that day forth he peaked and |
pined ;

He could not get it off his mind.

He would not read the papers more

And showed the cameramen the
door,

He brooded—could not
night,

"He lost his healthy appetite, |

He grew more pale and thin each |
day,

Until at last he passed away. }

sleep at

“Forgetting, by the world forgot,”
They lald him in his burial plot.
The papers ran but one short line—
"Twas “Died. J. Bell, aged 39."

The reason? ‘Tis not far to seck.
They had another chap that week
Who into lasting fame had slid—
I can’t recall just what he did.

The only thing [ really know
1s—he was boomed by Protheroe,
And if I find his story’s true, ‘
Some day I'll tell about him too,
Bavos Ineraxp,

C I

Not since Carolyn Wells filled half |
our column for us have we tolt |
0 happy as Baron Ireland’s merry |
stanzas have made us. The Huron |
s one of. the ablest cmployes of
The Book Factory and we intend to
glve him a bonua  You goita treat |
vour help right, as Frank Tanuoen-
baum points out in “The Labor
Movement."

Baron Ireland. by the way, Is old
Nate Salsbury who has had so many |
pomes and ekits in Life in tho past |
few years that he cught to be rh‘hl
enough. to retlre soon, We hope |
80. Then he'll be able to write
oftener for us,

Balsbury, who isn't as well known |

best light versifiers in the land.
long as we can remember I, 1. A 's |
colyum his nom de plume has deco- |
rated it. Last year the boss of the |
Conning Tower called

As

Salsbury's |
“Christmas Rondel” one of the best |
rondels in the language. |

" ° ‘l

OH, THOSE LEFTHANDERS!
When we were at Camp Merritt,

“Rube™ DBressler, the competent |

more pages.

“What are you deing, Rube?" we
asked him,

“Improving the book,” he replied
as he screnely ripped out angther
chapteg 2

“Whaddye mean—improving it?"
we asked him.

“I'm tearing out the Jdull navts™
said Rube. "It will be a beiter Book
when ] get through; and the next

it” With which the Rube proceeded
to rip out another chapter.
LI
QUATRAIN FROM MARTIAL
({Book 1-—-XXXII)
1 love thee not, Sabidiue. Why?
I know not. 1 can but reply—
(No other answer have I got)—
Sabldivs, O 1 love thes not!
Perhaps Martial gave Tom DBrown
—bless his merry seventcenth een-
tury soul!-—the jdea for his well
known:
I do not love thee, Doctor Fell
“The reason why T cannot tell;

But this alone 1 know full well,
I do not love thee, Doctor Fell!
- L L
Just as we were ready to give
the Century Company the manuscript

jof our pew BOOK, “.....cox sreseras

{what do you think of
the title?), we discoveresd that one
of our verse chapter headings, a
triolet, had ten lines, or two too
many. It took us haif a day to make
a smooth correction of the blunder.
When we told this to Ferdinand K.
Flick, the well-known head clerk of
Buckel's Bookshop, and author of
“Mother. Nature,” he laughed and
sald, “What a waste of time' You
are too much concerned with form.

One of my best sonnets contales
sevenleen lines"
L] . -
Personal—Will the reader who

sent ns two contributions from Can-

| ada pleass send us his name and

address?
L L -
FROM A REVIEWER'S NOTEBOOK
This is a first novel of sufficicnt
merit to make one hope that it will
not be the author's last. . . .
This novel tells the age-old story
of a man's love for a woman. , . .

It is a pity that so able a writer
could not resist the temptation to re-
sort to melodrama in Chapter XVIL
Thiz grim account of life in dark-
o5t Harlem lhas unquestionable pow-
or

Here §s an

intelligent plece of

as he ought to Le, is one of the Story-telling for those who are tired |

of the sickly sentimentality of the
second-raters,

Do you wish to forget the drabness
of everyday life? Then read this
delightfu]l romance of the South eca
I1slands, this beautiful story of how a
faded business man found love and
contentment In picturesque Tahitl.

In “Pegasuspirations” Lemuel La-

one of the men in our outfit Was zarro, the well-known poet, has |

brought together many of his epics

southpaw of the Cincinnatli Reds |of modern life. The resull is disap-
One day some one handed Ttube a | polnting and proves once again that

|
i . i
[
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i g i
|
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|
r mgs,
f O “The 8 d. |
copy of Cooper's “The Bpy™ 10 read. | good magazine verse dows not peces- | -
Rube, after reading for a few min- | surily make a goo! book. IM b’ m CQM
utes, was =zoen to vip some pagoes out When these pocms appearcd indi- | CO-. 353 Fom'th A'I..
uf the book. Then he read on.  In | vldually one’ A vl police  their! New York l‘.‘iw.) -

Here's Croicd Looks On While nq,u,-l:\ few minutes he tore out me‘_'shrlllnom. their strident note. In

ibmk form this failing is all too ap-
i parent. The author is reminded that
Calliope, the muse of epic pootry, I
| not a steam calliope, 11+ shricks 100
tmuch; he Is too hysterical, 5
| Although, on the whole, the book
is rotten, we expect fine things from
{thiz auther. e has a rare gift for
'pliraging —as evidenoed by such polg-
| nant passages as asert anpthing)—
jand the spelling and punctuntion are

Who the (never mind),” it said, “are | guy will bave an easler job reading | ©XCellent throughout.

. ..
OUR OWN QUESTION DOX.
Sir: Whe is the aunthor of the
poem beginning—
1 Purple seapes,
Yollow banunue,
Ned apples,
Blae plums.
Uriinge grangrs, -
All in the pink of condition,
Cn a push-oart.
MIGUEL "KLEINBERG,
iPresident, Bronx Dowling and
Poetry Club,)
We are not sure; Lut it sounds
| Hke one of the early poems of Amy
| Lowell—Ed, Book Pactory.

Mr.: 1 am trying to Jocate a son-
i net called “My  enstiive Sead™ Can
{¥yos help me? The first quatrain,

| which follows, may zive yoa a clews:
| Where were my cyes when 1 mare
ried stupid Jake?

Life with the Bboor

longed resvet.
While I am Jecturing at the club on
Blake
He sits perusing the Police Ga=
zette,
HEARTEROKEN,

"My Sensitive Soul™ Is by Carel
Hennlcott, author of “The Gopher
Prairie Blues"—pRd, Book Factory.

- . L
AFTER READING SIMEON
STRUNSKY'S DELIGHTFUL * IN-
BAD AND HIS FRIEXDS™
When weary of the simian books

With which my shelves are lined
It heartens me to put my hooks

Upon the Simeon kind

We'd like to add that Simeon
Brrunsky has our vote for the Presi-
|dency of the Cap-and-Belles-Lettres
Cluh that we recently started in this
column. Strunsky, we thing. com-
bines fun and thonght as successful-
Iy as any one writing in America to-

MERRY-GO-
ROUNDELAYS

is one pro-

By EDWARD ANTHONY

ERALD readers
have had much

of Mr. Anthony in
“The Book Factory.”
In this book they have
a feast of him. “Merry-
Go-Roundelays” is a
regular Roman ban-
guet of variegated de-
lights. Profusely illus-
trated with line draw-
(At all book-

$1.50. Pub-




